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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
My attempt at answering HeatherWs question [\"What\'s going on here?\"] regarding the following photo. 


Lars. 

Always so in control, with that smug grin and his lips wrapped around the straw of his water bottle. He walked 
across the dressing room as if he were the lord and master of every last broken tile on the floor, his eyes 
flicking left to right and right to left as he took in everything. He sucked at the straw, drawing out a noisy 
slurp as he took in Jason's corner. 


Jason would hear about his corner soon enough. 


It was messy and the clutter spilled out across three chairs and at least a foot worth of tiled floor and Lars 
would lecture him on the probability of someone tripping on some stray tube sock and taking a fall. 


"And any old fall could kill you. If your neck snaps, its over, no matter what height you fall from." 


Jason was certain that was Torben speaking through Lars. Years upon years of father to son advice, 


stretching far back into Lars's subconscious. It drove Jason up a fucking wall. 

He wadded up his tube socks and stuffed them into his duffel bag. He kicked a pair of jeans and two sweaters 
beneath a chair, clearing a path for Lars as he walked past, chewing on the water bottle straw and scanning 
the floor. 

James grunted. 

He tossed Jason a warning glance as Jason turned, commiseration not even fully formed thoughts in his head. 
Yeah, it was a pretty tough night. The very idea of the words died out as James frowned and pulled his shirt 
up over his head. Keep it to yourself. Fuck off. 

Lars stood behind Jason. 

There was an odd look in his eyes, something that didn't reach his lips or his hands or his legs. It seemed to 
deepen his eyes, a fraction of a second, before the look spread across the rest of his face and it made his jaw 


slack 


Jason looked back at James. He was bending down, running his palms along the floor before he half- 
straightened, frowning at the tiles. 


"| think | dropped an ear plug," he muttered. "This fucking mess on the floor. It's fucking fucked up." 

Lars was following the way James's muscles flexed and settled, tanned skin and sweat still clinging to his pores, 
the way every line converged along the centre and dipped down to his pants and ran down his legs and between 
his legs. Jason could see it. He could see it in Lars's eyes. His lips were parted over the straw. 

Jason drew close to Lars. 

‘Careful there, buddy,” he said, his voice low. "You're starting to bulge out." 


Contempt. A cursory glance between Lars's legs, and then Jason shouldered his way past Lars. 


James, he knew, had a clear view. 
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